THEY  LOOK  AT  THE  BOYS’ 
HANDS. 

Emplovers  have  a New  Test  for  Youthful  Applicants. 
A Glance  Settles  the  Fate  of  Immature 
Smokers. 

The  boy  m search  of  a job  turned  up  at  supper 
time  at  his  sister’s  house,  looking  rather  discon- 
solate. 

“ I don’t  get  nothing  to  do,”  he  said  shortly. 

I don’t  wonder  if  you  used  that  kind  of  gram- 
mar,” said  his  sister. 

“That  wasn’t  it  ; I had  my  company  grammar 
on  all  right ; ’twas  something  else  and  I’ll  tell  Jim 
about  it  after  supper.  You’d  spring  the  ‘ I-told-you 
so,’  game  on  me,  and  make  me  tired.” 

Jim  was  his  brother-in-law  and  had  been  a job- 
hunting  boy  himself  not  many  years  before.  He 
was  beckoned  into  the  sitting  room  immediately 
after  arising  from  the  table,  and  once  there  the 
door  was  shut  by  his  wife’s  youthful  brother,  who 
turned  and  said  : “I  went  to  fourteen  places  to-day 
Jim,  and  was  turned  down  at  every  shot.  I’ve  read 
about  such  things  in  the  Sunday  school  books  and 
in  the  funny  papers,  but  I thought  it  was  all  gab. 
The  guys  I applied  to  didn’t  ask  me  if  I lived  with 
my  mother  ; they  didn’t  ask  me  if  I wrote  a good 
hand  ; they  didn’t  ask  me  if  I knew  the  city,  and 
they  didn’t  ask  me  nothing  at  all  that  I expected 
them  to  ask  me.  Tlie  first  thing  four  of  them  said 
was,  ‘ Hold  up  your  mitts,’  while  the  others  say, 


‘ Please  let  us  look  at  your  hands.’  There  was  one 
look,  and  four  of  them  says,  ‘ git’  and  the  rest  says, 
polite  like.  ‘ We  don’t  think  we  require  your  sei- 
vices.  ’ ” 

‘‘What  was  the  matter?”  asked  the  sister’s 
husband. 

The  boy  held  up  the  forefinger  of  his  left  hand, 
along  the  inner  side  of  which  a yellov»^  stain  showed 
as  far  as  the  second  knuckle.  “That.”  he  said 
simply. 

“ H’m,”  said  the  brother-in-law,  “ the  boss  in  our 
shop  won’t  allow  cigarette-smoking  either,  but  I 
didn’t  know  things  had  gone  as  far  as  this.  Why 
don’t  you  quit  ? ” 

“ I have.  I quit  last  night.  One  of  the  guys 
that  said  ‘ Git  ’ called  me  back  just  as  I got  to  the 
elevator  and  says,  ‘ What  makes  you  smoke  cigar- 
ettes ? ’ ‘ I don’t,’  I says. 

“‘There’s  some  things  worse  than  cigarette 
smoking,’  he  says. 

“ ‘1  quit  last  night,’  I told  him.  Then  he  grinned 
a little  and  says  I might  not  be  such  a liar  as  he 
thought  after  all,  hut  it  was  a fact  that  Chicago 
men  had  quit  hiring  cigarette  kids.  Then  he  says, 
‘You’re  sure  you  quit  last  night,  are  you?  Well 
you  can  come  back  again  in  a week  and  show  me 
your  mit.” 

“The  stain’ll  wear  by  that  time,  Jim,  and  I 
kinder  think  that  feller’ll  give  me  a job.” — Chicago 
Ch'tomcle. 
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